i-vucs savours iop 'i 


As true we are as flefh and bloud can be/ 

The Sea will ebbe and flow, heauen wilHhew His face «• 

Young bloud doth not obey an old decree, 

W e cannot erode the caufc why we arc borne j 
Thereiore cl all hands mull wc*be forfwcrne. 

Kix g . wtat, did thefcjcm lines Ihcw fomc loueof thine? 

TifJn d 7 q 'S? >" 5U ? Wbo fKS the h “»™iy 

That(Iikc arudeand fauagemanof Inde.) - 

A t the firft opening of the Gorgeous Eaft, 

Bowes not his vaflall head, and itrooken blinds. 

Kiiles the bafe ground witho'bedient breaft ? 
Whatperemptone Eagle-fighted eye 
Dares looke vpon the heauen of her bro w 
That is not blinded by her Maieftie? ’ r 

Kin. Whatzeale, what furic, hath infpir’dthec now ? 

% Loue (her Mill rtffe) , sa gracious Mcone, 

Shee (an attending Starrc) fcarce fccnc a light 
Ber. My eyesarc then no eyes, nor I W, 

U but for my Loue day would turnc to night. 

Of all complexions the cul’d foueraignety 
Doe meet as at a Fairein her faire chceke,’ 

Where feucrall Worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants, that want.it felfe doth fecke* 
w,ecdnicthc florifliof all gentle tongues., 

Fie painted Rhctoricke, O (he needs it not, 
i o things of Sale a fellers praife belongs :■ 

® he palTes praife, then praife too fliort doth blof, . 1 

A withered Hermite , fiuefcore winters worne . '/ 

Might fhakcof fifty , looking in her eye • 

Beauty doth varnifh Age, as if newborn/ 

And giues the Crutch the Gradies infancie. ~ 

O’ns the Sunne, that msketh all thingsfliine. 

King. By heauen, thy Loue is biacke as Ebonie, 

Berov. Is Ebome like her . ? 0 worddiuine? 

A wife of inch wood were feiicitie. 

O who can giue an oath ? Where is a Booke ? 

That I may (weare beauty doth beauty lackc, 

J i that ihc learnc not of her eye to looke : 

Ho face isfaire that is not fulifo biacke a 


Km r 


horns Labours lop. 

Kin . OParadoxe.Blaeke is the badge of he]/. 

The hue of dungeons, and the Schoole of night : 

And beauties crcft becomes the heauens well, 

Ber , Deuils fooneft tempt refemblingfpirhs of light., 
O ifin biacke my Ladlcsbrowesbe deekt. 

It mournes, that painting vfurping haire 
Should rauiih doterswith afalfe afpcdl : 

And therefore is (he borne to make black,- faire, 

Her fauourturnes the fafliion of the dayes, 

Fornatiue bloud is counted painting now. 

And therefore red, that would auoyd difpraife. 

Paints it felfe blackc, to imitate her brow. 

Kam. To looke like her are Chimny, fweepers biacke. 
Lon. And fince her time, are Colliers counted bright. 
King. And isEtbiops of their fweet complexion cracke, 
T>uw. Darknceds no Candles now, for darkis light. 
Ber. YourMiftretfes dare neuer come in raine. 

For feare her colours fhould be waflit away. 

Kin. ’T were good yours did : for fir to tell you plaine. 
He finde a fairer face not wa(ht to day. 

Ber. lie proue her faire, or talke till doomes-day here. 
Kin. No Diucll will fright thee then fo much as (hee, 
'Duma. I neuer knew man hold vile Ouffe fo deere. 

Lon. Looke heer’g thy Loue,my foot and her face fee. 
Ber. O if the ftreetes were paued with thine eyes, 

Her feet were much too dainty for fuch tread. 

Duma. O vile, then as (he goes what vpwardlies ? 

The ftreet (hould fee as (he walk’d ouer head. 

Kin. But what of this ate we not all in loue. ? 

Ber. O nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfworne. 

Kin. Then leaue this chat, and good Berovne nowprouc 
Our louing, lawful!, and our faith not tome-. 

‘Dam. I marry there, fome flattery for this cuill. 

Long. O fomc authority how to proceed. 

Some tricks, fome quillets, how to cheat the Diuell. 

Dum. Somefalueforperiurie, 

Ber. O ’tis more then neede. 

Haue at you then affe&ions men atarmes, 

*-onfidcr what you firft did fweare vmo .* 
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